CHAR  III.

JOURNEY  FROM  SOOR TO  ACRE*

8, 1816. We were stirring with
the dawn j and, as our two mules were already
waiting for us below, we mounted them, each
carrying his own small portion of baggage
beneath him, in hair-bags slung across the cloth,
for saddle or bridle there was none. We were
accompanied by the muleteer, on a miserable
donkey j and each of us being armed with mus-
ket, pistols, and sword, we quitted the gate of
Soor as the sun rose.
Passing over some heaps of scattered rubbish,
the wreck of former buildings, and leaving the
isolated tower, before described, to the south-
ward of us, we came in a few minutes to a square
building, of similar construction, at which women
were drawing water from wells within*
From hence we crossed over to the northern
edge of the isthmus, and pursuing our way on
that side in an easterly direction, we began soon
to trace the remains of the ancient aqueduct by